Peanut Oil in Mare Nostrum

WE GOT IN THE PLANE, fixed our parachutes. Mercer, the
Navy mechanic, turned the Whirlwind engine over. We
took off in a foot. That ship just kicked up the dust and
flew away. Purring like a beautiful kitten, strong and fast
as an Indian brave, holding itself close and firm and free,
this American ship turned south. We were flying to Malaga,
on the Mediterranean ; from there we would go by car.
Ben wanted me to have a close look at the Civil War
front on this side of the city, dropped low over the maze of
trenches and dugouts, showed me where Franco's last
pincer movement had stalled for many months.
" They were bad with their artillery, just wouldn't seem
to concentrate it. I don't know why."
And in a moment or so : " This," he said, " is the exact
geographic centre of Spain." Our shadow raced across the
endless rolling plains.
St. Ferdinand's Cathedral stood unbombed at Toledo,
every delicate cornice gleaming in the hot morning sun.
Donkeys in the narrow streets, wine carts and wagons
waiting to cross the ancient Moorish bridge. This was the
artist's heaven of line and colour. This was Toledo.
We were over one of the most glamorous cities in the
world, and one of the oldest settlements known in Europe.
It had been a Carthaginian trading station. Livy knew
Toledo : Toktum urbs paroa, sed loco munita. The Romans
captured it two hundred years before Christ. Eight hundred
years later it was here that Catholicism entered Spain and
that councils of the church were held in the middle of the
first century, Toledo was the centre of Visigothic Spain.
The Moorish conquest came toward the end of this
period, the end of the first century. The Moors made
Toledo an independent state. For three hundred years it
was the centre of Arab and Hebrew culture. Then Toledo
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